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icy silence. The public seemed to say, " You may leave us
if it pleases you, but we may also forget you. Beware, for
absence is always dangerous." The actress bent every nerve
to the task of winning back her audience, and was finally re-
called at the close of the fourth act, amid thunders of ap-
plause.
Among the reproaches addressed to the tragedienne, this re-
entrance at the close of the fourth act to be applauded by the
public was one of the most just; bat it might be with equal
reason addressed to the audience who permitted so flagrant a
violation of good taste. In England the fifth act was omit-
ted, and the tragedy ended with the death of CamiUe. The
insult to the author, the contempt shown to the other actors,
was certainly not so gross in this case as when the play was
continued after the resurrection of CamiUe. This resurrection
destroys all illusion, and takes away all interest from the last
act, and the result was that hardly any one staid to hear it
This affords a farther proof that the classic drama is dead in
France, and that no one cares in reality for Corneille and Ka-
cine.
On the 25th of October the performance of "Marie Stuart"
brought the two rivals before the public in the same play, and
in characters that allowed each to vent openly all the stifled
rage, indignation, and hatred to which their rivalry gave rise.
The foes were brought face to face, and a seemingly fair field
was given them to contend for the favor of the public. The
original struggle for mastery between the real personages of
history could hardly have been more desperate than the mod-
ern one between these two mock queens; each put forth all
the power that nature and art had given her to crush the
other and secure to herself, the scenic sceptre- The passions
that were roused, the emotions that were excited among their
partisans were, in a narrow compass, no less fierce and vio-
lent than those of the drama. In comparison with the great
contest recorded in history, this, in truth, was a tempest in a
punch-bowl; yet each competitor felt that her prospects in
life, her very existence, was staked upon the issue.
Every time poor Maxime appeared, one portion of the house
maintained a disdainful silence, a tacit condemnation which

